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Te = HEN I thought I had entirely 
\ $\ VS9/@1| done with theſe Pieces, and 
they were juſt out of the Preſs 
the Publiſher let me know they 
E wanted an Addreſs to the Rea- 
| der; without which it was impoſſible for them 
o appear in any tolerable Company : He told 
| me it was neceſſary to acquaint the World with 
| the Motives or Occaſions of my Writing, to 
' acknowledge the numerous Errors of the Fer- 
' formance, and to excuſe the Intruſion of an 
Effay that had no Title to their Approbation > 
Ae hinted alſo, that if I could inſcribe them to 
1 ſome illuſtrious Patron, both he and I might 
are the better for it. As to the laſt Particu- 
lar, I am too conſcious of the Imperfettions of 


the following Lines to think they can merit 


any noble _” and I am not ſo weak as 
1 to imagine the moſt pampous 5 can 
| ſhelter them from the Cenſure of the fudicious. 
Nature has not favoured me with the ha 
Talents which have raiſed others from the ſer- 
vile Station to the Admiration of the Gay and 


Great, 


— _ — 7 « — * 


F 
* wn * 
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ee, PS rhe Smile > bar Britiſh 1 
As for the Reſt, it may ſuffice to inform thoſe | 
who. will con ſcend to peruſe. this [mall Col- © 
"Jetfion, that. the Poems” "it conſiſts of were | 
pemd for my own private Satisfaction or A. 
muſement ; as Relaxations of Mind under the 
Cares and Duties of Servitude, to chace away 
an anxious Thought, or to divert an Hour of 
Leift ure and Solitude. Far was I from intend- | 


ing, when they were firſt produc'd, to venture \ 
the en into the View of the Publick: but ſmce, 
by an unforeſeen Incident, they have, farted | 
beyond the Bound's of my Deſi u, let me be their N 
Petitioner for a Reception 22 they will ne- 
der pretend to deſerve, and which they can 
preſume . to | hope for only from the Generaus | 
and the Fair, who pity the Infirmities of their 
Tnferiors, and ſuffer themſelves to be pleat 4 
by the meaneſt Attempts of thoſe whoſe tv] 
Ambiti ion is their da FR 
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Nan 11. os 20 1 Daphne read Daphnis. Pag. 58. 1 IF. 4 
for His read Her. Ib. I. 17, for Mopſa r. Kue P. 65.4.4 | 
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The MEMORY of . 


42 

4 65 Mr. Jobn Milton, &c. 
7s 

* | Ardon the Verſe, great venerable Shade! 
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An artleſs Muſe has to thy Mem' ry _ 
Tho none but thy inimitable Strain, | 
Can reach my Grief; or can thy Wrongs explain: 
Yet daring Paſſion labour'd in my Breaſt, 
What Language wanted, was in Tears expreſt. 
The fad Surprize has ſuch Impreſſion wrought, 
1 My Sorrow grows too mighty for the Thought! 
Cou'ꝭ dſt thou, ſo late, the God of Epic Song, 
6. | Thus fall obſcure amongſt the Vulgar Throng? 
Behold! with them, one little Cell contains 
The facred Relic of thy laſt Remains; 
Thereloſt in Silence, to the World unknown 
Thus does this dazling Blaze of Worth 80 


down. 
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Een like a Winter Sur's cold ſetting Ray 

| Hides under Darkneſs i its laſt Ebb of Day. 
Both Artand Nature did their Power combine 
And bad them in ſuperior Milton ſhine. 
Milton, the mighty Genius of our T. "ongue ! „ 
To whom all Glories of the Muſe belong. ; ; 
The Harmony of Albion's envy'd Iſle, [ 
| Compleat in Numbers, Eloquence, and Style; 

The Pride, and Honour of a Poet's Name, 

The moſt Sublime, and eminent of Fame; 

Who o'er Parnaſſus ſtill prefided King, 
And taught the tuneful Muſes how to ſing. 


Thus England ſure might boaſt her native 
Charms, 


And ſhew a Poet matchleſs as her * 2 
What Mortal &er before, like him cou d ſhew | 


Hell's hidden Vengeance, Darkneb, * 
and Woe; i 


Its burning Princes, and agenacd State, 


That fill the ſhudd'ring Soul with Dread and 
Hate? 


Cou'd picture Chaos, and the Na of Death | 
Fer yet new-opening Dawn diſcover'd Earth? | 
When all was diſmal, Azarchy of Night, 
: Formleſs Confuſion, ever void of Light, 


2 ill 


7 


Til S dls dee 
That caus d theſe Beings, and the Worlds we 


ce. 
Then in a Rapture thro' the Heavens ſoar 
And tell of what We never thought before; 


Approach Domains of inacceſſive Light, 
And roam the vaſt unmeaſur'd Infinite. 


Yet all's ſo juſt, ſo methodiz d his Song, 


It ſeems as warbl'd from an Angel's Tongue! 


That wing'd with Zeal in hallow'd Raptures 


bold, 5 


Informs what Holy Writ has left untold, 


But ah 1 ſink, I'm loſt in the extreme 


Of Copious Subject, and extenſive 'T heme! 
Art, Science, Learning, all that's Great we ſee, 


Nay, Fame her ſelf, ſubmiſſive led by thee 
So far remote, they new Diſcoveries own _ 


ö By thy unbounded Search in World's unknown. 


Yet thus admir'd, what's the Advantage made? 
Some vain Encomiums, to his Mem'ry paid. 


His Name we Honor with an empty Sound, 
— Whilſt pining Griefs and wretched Wants a- 


bound, 
B 2 ä 


E 


Are theſe Returns the noble Briton ſhe vs, 
For all the Favours of thy laviſh Muſe ? 
Is ſuch a T reaſure valu'd as a Toy, 
Like which the Wealth of 1 cannot 
4” buy ? e 
Didſt thou for this abſtruſeſt Taha bear! 
And ever load thy eaſy ſt Hours with Care? 
Till Nature, ſunk beneath oppreſſive Weight, | 
And fatal Darkneſs veil'd thy Eyes from Light: 
Comſortleſs Gloom! nor Ether's chearſul Day, 
E'er more dawn'd in on Life, one liv'ning Ray! 
How great Deficience was in ſuch a State! 
To the high purpoſe of a Mind fo great? 
Blindneſs ! Confuſion! Troubles! 9 85 and 
Strife! 


5 Wore out at laſt the cold 8 of Life. 


Nor is a Stone, a Monument, or Buſt, 
To ſhew us were he Slumbers now in Duſt. 
Thus is he gone, thus loft for ever here, 
At this my Soul cou'd melt into a Tear. 
But why vain Sorrow ? Milion ſtands as Fate, 
For ever Powerful, and for eyer Great! = ; 
Even Fame her ſelf ſhall be to thee a T omb 
Thro' all the later Ages yet to come. 
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The charmful Muſe ſhall kindle at thy Flame, 


Y And take her Sanction from thy awful Name. 


Let Greece and _—_ their Poets booſt no 
more, 


For Briton's Bard cou'd antrod Flights condive- 


He cou'd thoſe great Originals explain, 


7 heir Saft d Notions try'd to reach in vain. : 
Are we for this ungrateful to his Pen, 

| Cauſe it out- ard the narrow Views of Men "Dp 
' The mighty Genius, ſolid, juſt, and clear, 
Not to be crouded in an human Sphere, 

| But roſe diſtinguiſh'd in its higher Zone, 


Solac'd above, and tour'd at large alone. 
But tho like Orphens once thy Strains 
cou'd move, 
And ſonth each rigid Zealot's Rage to Love; 
Or with a Touch the inmoſt Paſſions fire, 
And make the Ruſtic like thy ſelf aſpire, 


Where s now thy Muſic? Where thy tuneful 


Lore? 


Alaſs! tis ſilent, and avails no more. 


Shall ancient Nations rouze their Poets Far ame, 
EAI Britain » baſcly hides a a Name! 


Britain 


(6 vi 
Britain — 0 canſt thou ſo ungrateful be! 1 | 
To him, the Man! who thus has honour'd thee, | 5 
Leaving his poor Remains with Age obſcur d I 8 
Within thoſe mean, abandon'd Walls immur d. 1 
O Worthy Matron! venerable Dame! 
Thy Fate's Unkindneſs cou'd I but declaim; | 
That lighted Worth! thoſe diſreſpected Years! \_ 
| Shou'd give thee Comfort from a Nation's Tears, 1 
Which then wou'd Doubt thy r Wrongs 
too great [ 
To be redreſs'd, when grown in in Age ſo late; 
| Where Lite with Sorrow waits to vield its 
a 
A ad from theſe Troubles languiſh into Death. 
To be no more 'midſt yarious Fortunes hurl'd, 
But ſhut it's Eycs on this ungrateful World, — 


Stop here vain ths — 5 and Se 
change thy Strain, 5 ” | 
No more ſhe wants, no more do thou complain. | 

See! noble Patrons chear her aged Breaſt, 

And calmly footh her anxious Soul to Reſt. 

Bleſt be the gen'rous Pen, ſo well cou'd move 

In every Heart ſuch Gratitude and Love: 
5 - Cou'd 


2 „ 
ee, 5 


N With happier Terms than all perſuaſive N . 
q Milton again the grateiul World alarms ; 
2 Milton's great Name each generous Boſom 


18 


| Cord ſpeak her Suff'ring, and condole her 


Wrong, 


WAITS. 


The Matron' s Fate condoling Britons — | 
1 | And all her Sadneſs into Comfort turn. 

See! See! no more the Throngs reluctance know, 
So lately wept her long neglected Woe: 

| The joyful Crowds their friendly Gifts divide 
; To chear her Life, and ſee her Wants ſupply'd. 
All helpful in the pious Work engage, | 
| And ſtriye to ſerve her venerable Age. 

; The Noble Matron, and the Virgin „ 
| To gain her oral Bleſſing cer ſhe dies. 
| The Sounds have reach'd bright Car-ling's Ear; 


Behold! with Smiles the Princely Dame appear, 
Whoſe pitying Care, and Royal Bounties ſhew, 
What high Reſpect to thee all Britons owe. 


DAM ON 
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$OLILOQUY. 


From lonely Confines of a nei being Fold, 


Hail! ſolemn Eve to this freſh dewy Dale, 
Thy fadder Scenes well ſuit my moanful Tale. 


5 The languid Breaſt my mourn its Woes in 


From fading Skies the falling Gloom? 8 begun, 


Damon S DIS AIR, 


A 


S friendly Breezes fann'd the heated Soils, 
And weary Swains forſook their deftin'd 
_Toils, 


With heavy Steps, neglected Damon ftroll'd: 
To flow'ry Mead by which a Rivet ran, 
And there his fad Soliloquy began. 


Here ſhou'd Love's tender Anguiſh more in- 
. 


Peace. 


And diſtant Mountains veil the ſetting Sun: 


C1 


. ? Each bord ring Summit, cloth'd math Evening's 8 


grey, 


, | From humble Vallies kde the ling” ring Day. = 


{ Fair, new-blown Sweets, around their Fra- 
grance yield, 

1 And with ambroſial Smells ering the Field: 

| \ In ſpreading Tree the Turtle coo's her Love, 

And Thruſhes warble, Eccho' sthro' the Grove. 


4 Here calm Retirement dwells : Sacred alone 
Io Lovers Cares, and cls Moan. 


3 Whom thus indulgent Nature entertains, 


To caſe their Griefs, and mitigate their Pains.— 


1 Here let the F ancy meditate a-While, 
| And think it ſees her gaze with pleaſing Smile 
On my fad Look —*Till thoſe all-piercing Eyes 
In kindling Rays, diffuſe extatic Joys! 


1 (Joys known to none, but ſuch whoſe great 


, Deſires 

1 True genuine Love, with all its Power inſpires. ) 
; Might then ! that glowing Boſom hail! my 
q Sight, 

And gently to thoſe ſnowy Arms invite 


The trembling Lips; to preſs with eager kiſs 


Each riſing Globe: Soft Paradiſe of Bliſs! 
. * : 


* . — — — — » —— ig a 


Hut here the Paſſion labours with Exceſs, ? 


Dear Extaſy ! dear kind divulging Charms! 
What new Delights has Love! what ſweet 


Be thou fair Nymph with cafy Freedoms gay, 


Tho pure as ſpotleſs Dove, or Veſtal's flame! 


Ke . my Sorrows i in reſiſtleſs Song! 


C01 


Raptures! beyond what Language can expreſs. 


Alarms! 


Diſpel my Woes, and ſport my Cares away; 
Blooming ith Beauties like the Paphiam Dame: 


From ev'ry Wiſh what ſecret Pleaſure ſtole, 
A Thouſand ee fluter d round the 
Soul! | * 
So deep in * hought, theſe dear Illuſions frel, 
My ardent Breaſt wou'd feign believe em real. 
But ah! how vain's my Hope, like morning Air 


It fleets, and leaves me helpleſs in Deſpair ! — 


Love's but an idle Dream! when others ſigh, 
None ever felt its keeneſt Dart, but J. 


Vain hapleſs I! that know no 'luring Art, 
No ſmooth prevailing Sounds to tell my Smart. 
With me alaſs! the Paſſion's all ſevere, 


My Pain's dolorous, and my Plaint ſincere. 
Why had not I ſome Syrey's tuneful Tongue 


H 1 


ah 
M's IS 


(ar) 
F7 WO be thou propitious to my Prayer, - 
Give Egon's Wealth, and R 8 yourhfal 

by" Fo 


: Accompliſh'd Parts! great Sentiments of Mind | 


Or what cer elſe can make the Fair One kind. 


But Mealth and Homer prove above my Claim, 
|| Theſe are the Trophies of an high-born Name. 
| What is it then my ſinking Hopes can ſave! 3 
What am J more than Love 8 abandon d Slave ? 
| Why muſt its lingring Anguiſh feed the Pain: ? 
Why thus returns it to my Breaſt again? 1 
1 Why haunt my wand ring Steps where e er rl 


go? 


And Doom me ever to indulge my Woe!—- 


In vain J grieve, in vain I thus condole 


| Unpity'd Ills, and wreck the lab'ring Soul. 


Farewel, unhop'd-for Fair, dear N ymph adieu, 


Diſtreſt, I ſigh my laſt farewel to you! 


Farewel ! O Death! it cannot yet be done, 


1 5 At ſuch a Sound my fleeting Soul is gone ==» 


Hear me, e'er hence the bright Idea flies, 


And from my Breaft the flattering Comfort dies, 


In this fad Criſis, in this laſt Diſtreſs; 
5 Perhaps 'twill make my growing Miſery le. 


G Oh! 


(72 ) 
Oh! woud'ſt thou Fate; Oh! woud'ſt thou 
bear my Prayer, 8 | 
Make us alike, one humble Fortune ſhare ; 
Since there's no power in Art to ſet me free 
=— The reſtleſs Mind can only think on She / 7 
Tf Man, firſt plac'd in Innocence on Earth, 
Durſt for an Apple meet the Curſe of Death ! 
How much for you, wou'd not a Mortal dare? 
For You! the Faireſt; where there 8 T houſands 
Fair. 
This is not Nymph, Ambition ſordid Aim, 
But Love ſincere, a never ending Flame ! ö 
True, ſome indeed may baſe Amb ition move 
To flatter Fortune, and pretend 'tis Love; 


But O! had I Peruvian Hills of Gold, 


Or the Orient all, thus fix'd my Vows ſhou d ä 
hold. 
Sooner the Univerſe TR aſs to be, 
Than your dear Image be forgot by me! 
Pardon the Wiſh, Love makes: me thus _ 
phane! [2 © 
Wou'd thou didſt now but rove the verdant 


Plain, 


With 


E 
Wich humble Swains that tend the n 5 
5 Sheep, N 
And hadft thy ſelf a fleecy Charge to kinjd 
Tri ripping the flow ry Lawns and hilly Do- ns 


TT 
With homely Ruſtics and unheeding Clowns, 


Where Honours ſeem imaginary Toys, 
Nor e er ſuch Thoughts can interrupt their Joys. 
q More freely then perhaps you d ſooth my Pain, 
Z And ſoon ſelect me for your faithful Swain. 
1 When this ſinall Boon of Fate, Id low implore, 
7 To have Poſſeſſion of ſome rural Store! 
An Off ring made, wou'd ſhew my Paſſion true, 
That had l Worlds, they ſhou'd be all for you bow 
How cou'd I thus the flying Hours delude, 
And ſweetly paſs a Jacob's Servitude; 
| When ſure at laſt the welcome Spouſe wou'd be 
As lov'd a Syrian Shepherdeſs to me. © 
| Bleſt happy TRE? green Vales, and 100 | 
van Groves, 
The Scenes of ſocial Bliſs, ey” a Ron | 
In you, where &er the wand'ring Nymph I 
Wou'd ſeem the Views of Paradiſe around! 
9 What 
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What Innocence! what Beauty! what Delight! | 
What Extaſies! wou'd in the Soul unite. 7 | 
New dazy'd Huts ſhou'd . the Faciou 


% reen, 
Where Conon's fat ning Flocks are daily FM 


Rais'd for the watchful Swains Delight and Eaſe, 


The only Pomp of Shepherds Pallaces. 


How happy there in ſultry Summers Day 


We'd tend our Sheep and innocently play! 4 


No ſolar Beams the lonely Cell invade 
Cool with foft Breeze, and canopy'd with Shade 
There oft retir'd we'd lull our Cares to reſt, 


Incalm Repoſe that broods the peaceful Breaſt. 


There, till the corching Solſtice Heats were : 


n = 
Wed Gehn our Shumbers Gam each noondey 1 
Sun. 


Or ſoon as booming s Dawn had light the 
Deen, 14 
you ſreſhning Dews * ſprinkled o'er tho 
J Flowers: bar: 1 

Whilſt yet the riſing Tack es his fight, 
With matin Song, thro' Held of early Light, 
Awake 


US 


| Where Shepherds meet the comely Shepherdeſs. 


© 15 . 
f Awake to meet the Pleaſures of the Mom; 3 
Which all Auroras Beauties firſt adorn 
When bleating Flocks from opening Shee p- 
: folds ſtray, | | 
| | And loudning Chanters hail the new- born Day ! 
Whilſt glowing Bluſhes WE * tinQtur'd 


Skies, 


That fluſh the oliding $ Stream with fairer Dies; 
The Reeking Water's tender Miſts diſtil, 
And blewiſh Vapour dusks the hoary Hill, 


* ill in the Orient Phebus from afar 


L Rob'd in Light” s golden n __ on 


his Car; 


Then to the fruitful Mead where amber Flood 


Delightful, Murmurs by the neighbouring 


We'd wander next, where ſpreading Eglantine 
And Hawthorn mixt, a Roſy Arb'ret join: 


Or ſeek thoſe inmoſt Shades where "—” 


roves, 


When dawning 2 wilight Binsen thro' the 


Groves. | 
Love's ſecret Bower, and moſt ſecure Reeg 


But 


” | 16 0 
But whither'! whither! is my Fancy born, 
Still L am loneſome, penſive, and forlorn !-- 
Diſmal, as blackeſt Midnight's all I fre! 
When muttering Raven haunts the gloomy 


3 
Whoſecroaking Noiſe ee eee fear 
Baleful and Om nous to the frighted Ear. — 


Hark ! Philomel, (ſweet _ with warb- | | 


ling Tongue, 

Begins in wailful Notes her nightly Song. 
Thy ſympathy zing Strains theſe Griefs con- 
dole, [2 

And melt the chilling Anguiſh of my Soul. 

O! coud'ſt thou thus for ever calm my Breaſt, 
Soſten its Woes, and lull its Cares to reft : 
But they return, and fix'd with Life endure, 


No Charm can chaſe them hence, no Muſic cure. 


n ö 25 5 
* . Wu, 


o, STEPHEN DUCK*% how 
| ing the Country for his Advance- 0 


r 3 nent at Court 1 730. and wrote at 
| that Time. 


11 Duck. / fince you left Sar 8 happy 
Plains, 
How dull and penſi ve are chy fellow Swains! 
7 Reluctant Sorrow lowrs on every Brow ; | 
The Fields lye waſte, and Barns look defart 
, | now! | 
4 Dejected Ceres wails =o abſent Maſe; 

£ | And with her Tears the fading Seaſon dews; 1 
Oer rural Vales the frighted * Siſters fly, 
Purſu'd with wand” ring Flogks and bleating 
By Cry! = 

The weary Lab rer ſighs , the he Theol 


} moan, 
Each falling Stroke i IS eech d With a * 
1 D 5 Out 


. The Muſes. + Often mention'd in the Threſher's Labour. 


6 1 18 5 
Our ruſtic Pipe leads this ſad Conſort on, 
Loud Chorus ſounds the rural Bard is gone. 
The feather d Choir — their warbled 
Nor ſerenade, as wont, revolving Days. 
To us their ſweet wild noted Strains a are huſh, 
So oſt ſaluted thee from every Buſh; 
And why? — they now expect to chant in vain: 
They ſang, that thou — aus of them 
again! 
So in a vernal Eve, We and ir! 4 
When cooler Ether's fann'd with temp' rate Air, | 
From diſtant Groves the genial Seat of Spring 
Alternate Odes 4 mounted Airlings ſing: * 
| Now one to hear, the urgent Notes retains, | 
Then in his turn, redoubles back the Strains! | 
Till Shades Nofurnal dim the ruby d weſt, 1 
And hov ring Night . che World to 
reſt; Bj 
When yet the One a his laſt Vigil 0 er, 
Then waits; —- but hears thoſe diſtant Strains 
no more! 
* Left the Country in Autumn, © 


4 19 * 
All thro our r Hemiſphere! thus ceaſe their Songs: 


Alʒhere isſilent, butthe* Women's Tongues— 
What elſe may with its wonted Life Appear? 
7 What elſe regards its Uſe, and thou not here? 
Say Nature droops, ſee all her Verdure fades! | 
Lonely Deſpair haunts the ſequeſtred Shades: 
* Flora yet haſt ning, withers as She flies; _ 


Fach pgſe blaſted in her Boſom dies. 


: | Sad farewel this! O weigh it in thy Mind; 
» i What Joys thou'ſt "OR what Griefs thou ſt 


left behind. 


2 | | With theſe dread Wards thou may ſt mp 


our Doom 


| To where I am, £ fond Swarns / ) e cannot | 


1 85 come 


| Yet can we envy that juſt Gi of Ha 


} 


| To thee, by Sacred Carolina given ? ; 
That Royal Deed our r drooping Souls ſhall | 


chear 
In thy long gloomy 1 ſuffer d here: 
Thus in thy Good, we'll ſoon forget our Woe, 
And think we're N when we think : ſo. 
5 See the Threſher's 1 pag. 7th. = 


(=) 
Whilft man Powers your better Genji 


crown 


And ſhow'r their Ble was ſrom the l 1 
„ 
Selected riſe amidſt the Sons of FA” 

And ſhine with Honours equal thy Deſert. 
Be ſoon the Age's Wonder and Eſteem ; 
«oh Pome choſe, and Britain L gracious 
Bleſt with her N ame 85 Bays ſhall ever er bloom; 9 
Thoſe, Envy ne er ſhall fade, or Time Cone : 


ſume. 


Poetic Bards exalt your nobleſt Theme, + = 
Duck fwims at large, the Heliconian Stream ! © 
Or, takes wild Flights to the Pierian Spring = 
Beatic Fount where V rrgin Mu iſes ſing. 

In tuneful Strains his ſwelling Pages ſhine, 

Devoted Trophies to Apollo Shrine. 
Auſpicious Hours, and lovely Graces ſmile, 
His Mind forgets its Poverty and Toil. 
Thus Life appears a G olden Age to thee, 
From Care and Grief with all their Ills ſet free 


2 en Tims $ become 8 happy Jubilee! 
How 


IS 


2 


(= 1 
How is the Mind with heavenly Viſions bleſt 
Where only gentle Muſes brood the Breaft? 


When all within's become ſerene and clear, 


Knows not a Maut, nor has an IA to fear — 
4 Stil 2s the changing Scaſons roll along, 
What flowing Pleaſures meet the vary ing Song! 


Each Vale, or Stream, n Coyert, Shade, 
or Grove, 


Fill, Field, or Lawn; a pleaſing Subject p prove. 
1 Each ſpeculating Thought i in this Imploy, 
Creates new Worlds to the Poetic Eye. 


With Philomel alaſs! we now complain, 
She Doths our Grief with melancholy Strain. 


Her plaintive Odes a kind Condolence bring 
7 Now She to us, and to the Plains muſt ſing; 


For Dryads languiſh, and the Graces mourn, 


And Sylpans wander, hoping thy return, t 


ALEXISs 


— — — — ro 


1 

eee eee ee 

ST) Fit 6 * eee 
E ay eee 


A "2 E * 7 S's 
ARE WEL. 


TEA R to a moſſie Grot, by Ruins 2 

Where aged Oaks projet a Ping | 
Shade; 3 

Alexis lonely fat: Then ſung his Care, - „% 

And moan'd his penſive Griefs in wild Deſpair! gl 

Near at his Feet, flow weeping Springs were 

eit, 

That gently gather to a REAPER Stream. ; 

Whilft hither roving Shepherds quit the Plain 

" To tune the Pipe, and try a skilful Strain. 

| Who ſtood conceal'd, and i in a mournful T hrong 

Moy'd with his Notes, were * to his 
Song. | 

What ſudden Change (he ery'd) is * 1 feet! | 

What Miſery does my tortur d Breaſt conceal? 


A thou- 


(23) 
A thouſand Ways the vations Paſſions turn, 
f 1 faint, I dye, I languiſh, freeze, and burn! 

5 What Power can keep ſuch * * 

3 confir'dt- | 

T errors affect, and Doubts comvulie the Mind. 

| | What i is the Cauſe ſoments this inward Woe? 

( O 'tis a Curſe I've dreaded long to know. 

i A Time that did my laſt beft Hopes purſue, 

14 Time as ſure as Death and fatal too! | 
With les Reluctance will the Soul FREIE : | 
Than her dear Image leave my bleeding Heart. 
Deep Anguiſh now forbids my Tears Relief, 
Thou ghts croud the Mind and aa. T * 
1 is Grief, x fy. 
3 Heavy and fad Life 8 4 Vitals flow, : 
Beneath the Preſſure of increaſi ing Woe. | 
2 Deſpair and Fear like gloomy Night begin 5 
Joo cloud the Breaft, and darken all within. 
Where ye ſweet ee and ye Frairfl = 
| bs res, - | 15 
Are the Delights with which ye wont to pleaſe ? 

1 Where ye freſh Greens, cool Shades, and yore 


1 nal Bowers Is - 
T he pleafing F Reſt at N onde catery Hh 
Or 


** 24 11 
Or when lov'd Philomela's tunefal Strain, | 
With Pleaſure chears the lone benighted Swain; 3 


Theſe can no Comfort to the Mind reſtors, 4 
Delight, is fled, and knows the Place no more, 
© As well midft Africk Sands, or Scythian Snows, 
| Might I be happy, or enjoy Repoſc ! . pf 


Or dawning Twilight gild the Eaſtern Skies | 5 

When early Lark revives her wakeful Lay, | 

And tours aloft to meet the riſing Day. 

In vain etherial Splendours bleſs my Sight! 

In vain the Warbler ſtrives to give Delight! 
If I to Town or Village take my Road, 

Or walk thoſe Streets that ſwarm with endleſs 

Crowd: N 

In vain the Pleaſures or the Place 1 ſee, 

It's all a Lybian Defart now to me! 

Each vary d Object ſtrikes the languid Eye, 

With pining Grief, that us'd to give it Joy. 

And as ill Omens of impending „ 

Seem to forebode thoſe Miſeries yet to come. 

With fad Remembrance haften on Deſpair, 


\ 


28 cach Ill and ſtrengthen eyery Care, 
Where 


What tho' gay Phoſpher bid the Morning riſe, C | 


a 


Na; 


You: 


= 0 er yon gay Fields, how oft like on = 


Penſive I gaze! and mourn the Fair One gone. 


Gone] O afliſt ye pitying Powers Divine! 


Her Abſence cure, or haſten ling ring Time. 
Ah! cou'd I ſleep the joyleſs Years away, 
Till warm'd by her, I look'd anew on Day; 


As Vernal Birds (the gelid Seaſon done) 


Awake to Liſe by Spring's returning Stn. 
But that dear Moment time may ne er reſtore, 


And J perhaps muſt ſee her Face no more.—- 
; So when Enchantments, as the Ancients tell; 
Buy Magick form'd a beauteous Landskip well: 


Enamel'd o'er with every various Dye, y 
Of goodly Sweets, that can attract the Eye; 


And every Charm that Art, or Nature find, 
To chear the Senſes; or allure the Mind 2 


Such as when Phabus mids his Summer Rays, 


B Ripens the teeming Earth with genial Blaze: 
The fruitful Year has bleſs d the happy Soils, 


And o'er it's Good the kindly Seaſon ſmiles: 
E 821. 


Where c'er I turn my Eyes, what e' er I view, 
Can make no ne * T houghts ate all on 


5 

4 

/ 

: 

N 
1 
: 


( 26) 
Some Captive here thro flow'ry Fields lives 
All Nature's Beauties, with delight and praiſe! 
Now here, now there, his roaming Fancy's 
A 
Till in the fair Variety is loſt! . 
Whilſt thus with eager Eye he fondly views, 
And fofteſt Thoughts his ardent Breaſt amuſe. 
The Sun's far-darting In withdraw their 
Light, 
And 8 ems to ſpread her Veil of 
Night: 
Iy!be lovely Proſpects that ſo late before, | 
Had bleſt his Sight, he now beholds no more. 1 
In darkſome Skies thick ee Clouds 


draw near, 


And oer the Place inteſtine Glooms appear; a 
The pleaſing Landskip where it look d o fair, 
Becomes the Seat, of Sorrow and Diſpair! 
Where the abandon'd Victim's left to mourn, 
Nor knows if Joy or Light mall cer return; . 
1 Which ſhou'd ſhe once to me — ah! where” 5 
bee 

My If Funobſery'd, 1 paſs'd forgotten by ? 


Where [ 


CW] 
Where cou'd I turn to have my Griets reliey'd? ? 
All Hope's for ever loſt, each Wiſh deceiv'd. 
Tell me ye Fates, muſt 1 this Doom endure, 
Have ye no Help to give? no Eaſe, no Cure ?- 


In vain I caſt my fainting Eyes around ! 


, N ought here can heal an abſent Loyers 


Wound ; 


| Alaſs ſhe's gone. the N nh the pemnibas 


Maid ! 


She's gone —- and with her every Joy is fled! 


Whilſt like a ruin'd Soul bereav'd of Reſt, 
I wander here, forſaken, and Diſtreſt; 


| Then ſave a Wretch thus fall'n, his Miſeries : 


hear, 


For where you dwell it muſt be Heaven there 
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Divineſt Fair! ſome tender Pity ſhew, 
And leaye me not in never- ending Woe, 


Here ſtop d the plaintive Swain, and inſtant fled | 


Where e'er his wild diſtracted Fancy led; 
Aloud the pitying Shepherds call'd in vain, 


Regardleſs now he left the Sylvan Plain, 


| 


| 
| 
| - 
| 
. 
! 
| 


On the VARIABLENESS, and Mor az1- 
a of all SUBLUNARY Things. 


TOthing 3 Time's dark Era firſt began, | 

Is chang'd, and fall n, like yain deluded 
Man ! 

By his own Choice, from that great + Purpoſe | 


— 8 : 1 
For which Created, as Defign'd by Heaven. 1 
That Reaſon, giv'n him to direct his Mind, 
Follies pervert, and monſtrous Errors blind: 
Himſelf he ſtiles free Agent of his i il, 
And Right, or Wrong, maintains that Maxim 
] an; SR. | 
Spurns at Conſtraint, reſoly'd to do amifs; 
His own Deſtruction, ſcems his riſing Bliſs ! 
Frail human Nature, thus grown abſolute, | 
But wworſer Deeas diſtinguiſh from the Brute. 
Notions in Man, like ſtarting Bubbles riſe, 
8 el his Eph ſo waſt his flecting Joys; 
Light 


1 

Light Vanity's perplexing Mazes wind, 
Tho all the dark Receſſes of his Mind: 

'$ The reaſoning Soul, that boundleſs Views in- 


ſpire, 
1 Becomes Delirious as his wild Dette 
Obſerve the bufy World, what do we ſee, 
; But one huge Ward, of doating Lunacy ! 


* 


| be frantic Croud all different Ways imploy'd; 
Some mad with Poverty, and ſome with Pride, | 
Some Avarice, Envy, Cholor, Lux'ry, Spleen; | 
Juſt as their various Paſſions ſeize the Brain; 
| Each Claſs affirms their own Opinion's beſt, 
Fach wou'd believe they're wiſer than the reſt: 
The griping Miſer, huddles o er his Pelf, 
And calls all Fools that are not like Himſelf; 
Whilſt the Profuſe, their better Talents ſhew, 
Andin return pronounce the Miſer ſo. 
None think alike, ſome aukward Diff -r. rence 
VJ — 
As each extracts his own Peculiar Schemes. | 
| Look back to waſted Ages, there we trace, 
Mankind as various, in the Mind as Face; 
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ES I 
By af" rent Notions, diff rent Methods taught, 
Th heir — and Cuftoms, changeable as 
* Century boaſts, its Sages, Arts, and | 
S Schools, © 
The next perhaps, its Faſhions, * and 
N 
All big with Emulation to danse 
In every Part of Life, but doing well : 
Still Flls prevent us, ſtill the Good we mils, 
Mock d with falſe Hopes and tranſitory Blits, 
Poor feeble Man! what is it he enjoys, 
But Time and Death, trait Conquers and 
Deftroys ? , 5 
What is the World but Vanity and Noiſe? A | 
How: ſhort alaſs! its buſy Moments ſeem; „ 
How ſoon are paſt, as tho they ne er had been! 
How quickly flenc'd !——Ah! how ſudden o'er 
Like Morning Dreams, and are to us no 


more! 
Are theſe, vain Man ! the Grandeur of thy 
7 Ways | oF. 
The Pride, and Pleaſure, of 05 fitting Days! 
Are 


N 


Aue thee thy Views, "y Hopes, * | 


5 thy Pain; 
| Ts this what thou'rt ſo anxious to maintain! 
The mighty All! that elevates thy Soul, 


And prompts thy Pride to 2 without Cons 


troul? | 
Behold ! ; the Change, cach ging Moment 
brings; 
The World is one Viciſſitude of W 
Which unremitting C unge ſtill renew, 


Our Selves are Change, a Change our Selves 


purſue; 


Even from beginning Life, and Infant breath, : 


Until the waſted Being's chang'd to Earth. 
The whole Creation, thro' its vaſt Profound ; 

Is one huge univerſal Change around! _ 

Revolving Years with ceaſeleſs Change paſs on, 


Whilſt varying Seaſons, certain Periods run. 


i Thro' changing Sigus, the Day .ſucceeds the 
Nor cer continues in one equal Stay; 

Hot Summer cools; from Equinoctial Glooms, 
Increaſing Cold, and Boreal Winter comes; 


— Tut 


J 
| 
: 
| 
i 
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' 
| 
{ 
| 
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(32). 
Till back the foul nocturnal Curtain's drawn, 
| And earlier Light, begins a vernal Dawn! 
Nature expands, her viſionary Scene, 
And clothes the Earth a vegetable Green, 
Diffuſive ſmiles; o'er Bloſſoms, Fruits, and 
Flowers; 


Chears pendant Shades, and freſhens Excning 


Bowers! ; 


But ah! to Man no Spring, in {Liſs returns, 
Its Seaſon paſt, an aged / inter mourns; 
No more, the ſparkling Eye renews its Light, 
But dimly wanes and ſets in endleſs Night. 


So ſoon the bloom of Youth! is wither'd all, 


So ſoon like Autumn Leayes, we change and 


All. 


| What boaſt we then? What is our State on 


Earth, 


In Towns of late, to us familiar Known, 
Look back, we miſs whole Generations gone ! 
So much Repeopl'd, in ſo ſhort a Space, 


LY 


We ſeem but Aliens, to our native Place; 


Au 


wats Yikes .... ᷣ ͤ Ä oe nears 7 ron A 
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40 33 
All there appears uninterrupted Change, 


Cuſtoms look New, and old TE 
ftrange z 

Death, to our Sight a Gable Field extends, 

In mournful Abſence, of departed Friends: 


1 We live perhaps their Mem'ry to deplore, 


Then fall like them, and have no Being more! 
The ſeeming Vacance Providence ſupplies, 


| | New Powers ſucceed the paſt, zew People riſe : 
Like Morning Muſhrooms, fprung from Cauſe 


unknown, 
Whither's uncertain, e'er the Evening gone! 
This is the End (Whatever we poſſes) 


And full extent of mortal Happineſs: 4 


Unknown and undiſtinguiſh d, after Death; 


Mix'd with the en d Dirt and Duſt of 


Earth. 


Strict Reverence due to Ages paſt, we hold 4 


And think all Wonder that we hear of Old! 

Anon, as Fate's inceſſant Wheel moves round, 

Our Date will be in Time“ $ dark Archroes 
found; _ 

Diſtant and ak to a modern Eye, 

As Years deſcend to laſt Poſterity. 


m cos i oe new 2 rat hee „ä 
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J 
So rolls this Planetary Ball away, 
From Sols high Summit, and meridian Day! 
Yet ever as its ceaſeleſs Round moves on, 
Has Riſing, Setting, and a Noonday Sun: 


Whilſt we are roll'd, down tow'rds the Realms 1 


of Night; 
Here Earths remoter Kingdoms 8 © to sh, 


7 At that fame Point of Heaven they paſs by 


| Noon, | . 

With equal ſpeed; to the nocturnal Gloom: 13 
8 As in juſt Ballance pois d, each Antipode, 7 
Keeps its due Place, round Time's eternal Road 


How. vain our Parts! ” on Earth's terreſtrial 


A 
Thus one ſhort Scene's the Exit of an Age! 


O Time! thou golden Store, more precious far, 


Than Indies Wealth, or choiceſt Jewels are; 
- Thy Seaſons paſt, are ever paſt to all, 
No Wealth, no Power, one Moment can recal ; 
But with continu'd Flight they haſt away, 
Ne'er to Return, nor make the leaſt Delay, 
Till all this vaſt Mortality conſume ; 
And inks ores, in 1 determin'd Doom ! 


When 


1 8 | WR | al " Wing Ring” ef Ws 


1%) 
When Natare's Powers, their r mighty Works 


reſign; | 
And Acad mix the lateſt * of Time! 


Then what's this Span! ? the Minutes Life we 


call? 


Alaſs! how ſhort, and how uncertain all! 
The preſent Sands even whilſt we ſpeak run 


on, 


And like the fleeting Words are loſt, and gone! 


Yet Here as did our Good, and Bad depend, 
With full extent that never ſhou'd have End; 
The eager Expectations vainly ſoar, 


And with a boundleſs Gaze! mount on before: 
Nor doubting endleſs Change draws on fo faſt, _ 
We ſee the Preſent, and forget the Paſt; 
Put off the evil Day! till Death appear, 
And Griefs preſage our Diſſolution near; 

Morbific Ills, begin to ſpread their Pain, 

The King of Terrours, heads their gjoomy 


Train; 


Imagin d Phantoms! ſeem to  falk behind; 


The latent Horrors of a guilty Mind. 


F 2 Theſe 


* Pr 


10) . 
Theſe fatal Pow 'rs, ſoon fix our fable Doom; 
And cramp our Views, within a darkſome 
ITuyomb! 
here ends our Schemes, and there that boaſted 
„5 2. 
We were on Earth; does into * N othing fall! 
So may we think, in ſome > parch'd thirſty 
„ | 
Spread o'er "RED empty Waſtes, and barren 
Sand 8 250 | 
A Pilgrim walks; nor there his Danger knows, 
Bur climbs, unwary, to the Brink of Woes. 
Smooth ſpacious Plains, are far before him ſeen, 
Whither (unmindful what a Gulph's between) 
With Speed he haſtens, till the Depth appear; 
When ſhuddering Pale he 2225158 8 with 
r 
Thus whilſt the arcaded nde affrjghts his | 
Soul, 
'The pouring Grains, a ſandy Torrent roll ! 
At the Surprize, his tardy Feet (too late,) 
Try to return, and fly the baleful Fate! 


When 


In reſpect to our viſible State and preſent Mode of Being. 


1e 


is | 


„ 5 


N 37 ) 
| When lo! He mixes with the tumbling Shore, 


Sin ks in its Ruins; and is ſeen 10 more. 

Some ni iſoe Angel, lend thy heav'nly Aid! 

And ſnatch me hence, when thus I ſtand Diſ- 
may d, 


Looking aghaſt ! with dread-deſponding Eye, 
: Betwixt this Earth, and all Eternity! / | 
Then waft my Soul! aboye yon diſtant Skies; 


And bear me up! to beatific Joys! 


7 here ſhines Primeval * in Worlds 


ſublime, 


| Beyond "AY and 1 blaſt of Time; : 


Where glorify'd, delighted Miryads range! 


And know no more, of Sorrow, Death, or 


Change. 
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( 36 ) 
Wi heſe fatal Pow'rs, ſoon fix our fable Dea; ; 


And cramp our Views, within a dark ſome 
5 Tomb! | | 
There ends our Schemes, and there that boaſted 
ER 
We were on Earth; does into * Nothing fall! 
So may we think, in ſome parch'd thirſty 
Land, 
Spread ober with empty \ Waſtes, and barren 
Sand 
A Pilgrim walks: nor there his Danger knows, 70 
But climbs, unwary, to the Brink of Woes. 
Smooth ſpacious Plains, are far before him ſeen, | 
Whither (unmindful what a Gulph's between) | 
With Speed he haſtens, till the Depth appear; 
When muddering Pale he 2 a amaz'd with 
Fear! I 
Thus whilſt the wa Gape, ons his | 
ul, 
The pouring Grains, a ſandy e roll! 
At the Surprize, his tardy Feet (too late, 
ry to return, and fly the baleful Fate! 


When 


E In reſpect to our viſibie State and preſent Mode of Being. 


0 37 ö 
When lo! He mixes with the tumbling Shore, 


Sinks in its Ruins; and is ſeen no MOVE === 
Some mi ive Angel, lend thy heay” nly Aid! 
And ſnatch me hence, when thus I ſtand Diſ- 

may-'d, | 


Looking aghaſt with trad 3 
Betwixt this Earth, and all Eternity 


Then waft my Soul! above yon diſtant Skies; 
And bear me up! to beatific Joys! 
There ſhines Primeval * in a 


ſublime, 


Beyond Creation, and the blaſt of Ti ime; 


Where glorify'd, delighted Miryads kl 


And know no more, of Sorrow, Death, or 


Change. 


THE 


„ bps ee > aw — 
— 


n — 


. 
. 


{| 
i 
15 
1 
: 
1 
© 
3 
38 
1 
1 
* 
| 
* 
1 
1 
15 
F 
1 


Abandon d Shepherd | 


A PASTORAL TALE. 
Albi corn, Mo 72 Damon. 


ALBICORN. 
E 8 welcome, to this lonely 
eat, 


3 heſe - Shades, and rural cool Retreat: 
Here left alone, I wafte ſucceeding Days, 


Whilſt my white Flock o' er e — 
ſtrays; 

Then heavy on the alken Moſs 50 5 

I fing my Cares, to eaſe the penſive Mind: 


Unviſited, unbleſt, with neighbouring Swains; : 
Or one fair N ymph'! 0 o'er all theſe blooming 


Plains, 


Thoſe flow ry Woodbines that 0 —_— the 


Bow'rs, 


No more diyert theſe lang dull thinking Hours; 
No 


"tw 


No more I crop their twiſted Branches now, 

To wreath the Garland for my Delias Brow 

That wattl'd Arbor 'neath yon ſpreading Tree, 
Is empty leſt a vacant Seat to me; 


Where oſt in Summer * gay Throngs 
have fat, = 
| Rehearſing friendly Tales, the Shepherds chat, 
Of merry Satyrs, and the Sylvan Race; 
Who oft in Times of Yore did nimbly trace 


The pleaſant Downs, to where ſome Grange 


has ſtood; 
Or rural Cottage by a lonely Wood. 
In Moonlight Revels, ſeeking new Delight 


Oe'r all the dewy Soils, thro! Dusk of Night. 


But now alaſs! I live to hear no more, 
Of theſe diverting Tales as heretofore 
Since you (dear Swains) thus "_— 
known, > 
_ Call'd from theſe Fields, lere left me here 
alone: . 
In Love abandon'd, ſcoff d and N 
Worthleſs I fall, neglected, and defpis d. 
Return my Delia! O] return, return; 
Behold! thy 8 hapleſs and undone! 
Canſt 


; 


| 
1 
1 
1 
| 
| 
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Canſt thou contribute to my growing Care, 
And leave me thus to cheriſh mad Deſpair ? 
Are Pray'rs, and Tears, and all my Vows in 


vain? 
Fare wel! the Pipe, farew-el! the chearful Strain. 


What” s Pipe, or Song, or Muſick now to me: ? 


Nay, what is Life? a Torment, wanting Thee. 
O might the T alc when like paſt Tan; 


groen old, 

To liſt ning Shepherds, be hereafter told ; 
When blaſting” Time with long decay has broke 
The ſhady Branches of that aged Oak : 

And worn with waſtful Years no more remains 
Of thoſe green . that now adorn the 

Plains. | 

Then let them ſay; Here hapleſs and eum 
: A Shepherd fell; whoſe Gricts ne'er found 
| a Cure: 

_ © His forlorn Life, his ſlighted Sighs deplor 
© Bewail the wretched Strephon, now no more : 
| © Let fome fair N ymph, a fragrant Relic ſlave; 
= Crop'd from the Poſies on his flow” 7 Grave, 


* [ * * 
n 3 
* YN ol 


Where 


„„ 
Where friendly Nature's wholeſome Sweets 


are ſpread ; 
* And clothe the Kell Turf with vi let Bed: 


Thus weep a Swain, forſaken and undone, 
Leſt here expos d, to Miſery, and Moan. 
Seeking Redreſs, I wander thro the Grove, 


And wound the Trees with Elegy's of Love; 
In hopeleſs Abſence, mourn my fer bing 


Flame; 


And in each IP Rind, engrave her N. ame. Y 
| Weary'd with this vain diſcontented Grief, 


I in new Sorrow ſeek ſome ſad Relief; 

; Then whilſt my Eyes with waleful Anguiſh 
weep, . ; | 

Chill heavy Damps ſoon preſs me don to 
Sleep; : 


? Where ſtill purſu'd, my troubled Fancy roves, 


In airy Viſion! thro the darkfome Groves: 
| That cer I riſe the Slumbers ſeem in vain, 
I'm prepoſſeſs d with anxious Thoughts again. 


Then round theſe Fields J turn wy ſtudious | 


Eyes, 


(Fields ſeeming wide as thoſe low bending 


Skies) 
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642 a 
To gaze on Sunſhine Hills, the Weather fine, 
And ſee aloof yon dazling Waters ſhine : 
What Signs may be diſcover'd from the Air, 
Whether to Morrow, will be wer, or fair. 
Then on the Cauſes, and Events of all 
Theſe Eyes can ice; my ſearching Studies fall, 
Till Evening N the W Steeples 
e, 
And kindly Dews have freſhn'd o'er the Field; 
| W hilft my ſtray d Flocks down from the 
Mountains come, 5 
In theſe green Vales to ſeck their hurdl d 
Home. 
Such fielden Pleaſures ſure might ſeem divine! 
And friendly cheriſh any Cares but mine. 
I (whilſt my Griefs to flitting Winds are told) 
Forget the bleating Sheep that want the Fold» 
Till ſetting Sun with yellow Blazes fills, 
And faintly ſinks below the diftant Hills: 
Then thro' the Dusk I take my loneſome Way, 
To ſhut the Sheepfold e'er the cloſe of Day. 
Anon, behind ſome lofty Mountain 8 Gloom, 
Broad o er the N ight comes UP: the riſing 
Moon; 


„ 


On 


"C3 1 
On the dark Plains her _— Splendour 


Gleams, 


And ſpreads the Village with her glaring 


Beams. 


Th hro the thin Shade, there my thatcht Roof 


"I ſpy; 5 | 
And round it heat the lightfome 8 Sounds if 
Joy! 1 
When at their Games, the Crouds of Childr'n 

meet, | 


Gather to play, and revel thro' the Street. 


From harveſt Ficlds n a blichſane 


Throng, 


Where jov'al Mirth runs glib ort every Tongue; 


In jocund Sports they come, ungriey'd with 
Tolls, 18 1 . 

N or Labour fear, no Work their Courage 
- foils: 3 


Each on the Stack, or Barn's well hodden 


Mow, 
To place the Corn, had been ;mploy'd till now. 


When happy coupl'd with conſent to Play, 


Each Damon takes his loving Phillida, 


ad 2 8 Then 
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( 44 ) 
Then o'er the Green like nimble Fayes advance 


In wanton Gambols, or a ſportful Dance, 


When huſh'd ; anon the barking Currs begin 
To 'larm the Village, with their wonted Din. 
Whilſt I alaſs! on ſome cold Hillock grieve, 

And waſte in friendleſs Sighs, the lonely Eve, 
Till ſleepy Silence dwells on every Breaſt, 
And all but I, ſeem long compos'd to reſt. | 


Then from my dank unwholeſome Seat I riſe, 
Some heavy Slumber hanging o'er my Eyes, 


: Penſi ve retire, to diſcontented Sleep ; 


And loſt in heavy Dreams forbear to weep, 
Till the grey Morn does all my Grief repair; 


When I awake, to Solitude and Care. 


M OPS US 

Forbear thy Woes ä Ms 
How long did I firſt wander here forlorn! 
Oft wou'd my Steps their wonted Paths purſue, 
E'er yet the Morning” S Sun, had gilt the Dew ; | 
Or wakeful Birds their early Notes begun, 
Or on full Cry the merry Hunters run. 
Whilft unſurpriz'd, the liſt ning Hare yet fed 


O'er yon ſmooth Downs, till from my Sight 


ſhe fled. 
E'er 


TFT. 
E'er from the Village under yonder's Brow, 
The early Droves, before the Herdſman low; 


| Or buxom Maids had their {oft Slumbers broke, 


To raiſe from teending Fires che Morning 

Smoke. „ 

Fore yet a Swain the fruitful Herbage till'd, 7 

Or ſought his Labours thro' the i 
Field. — 


Here have I wandr d penſive to my Fold, 


Thro' Summer” 8 Heat, or Winter's RAP 
„ Cold; 


: In doleful Strains 1 rdly Sung e a 
My chearleſs Labours, and oppreſſive Toils: 


Twas Song alone, cou'd tell and ſooth my Grief, 


Twas all L found to give my Cares relief; 


Whilſt yet my willing Numbers play 'd to 


none; 7 


My ſlender Reed was Muſick ſtil alone, 


Except lov'd Mopſa, ſometimes ſhar'd a part; 


When She but ſcoff'd my . and ſcor d 


my Art; 
Told me a Scythe con as the Peaſe were ripe) 
Wou'd grace my Hands much better than the 
Pipe. | C2 
5 |  Unkind 


( 46 ) 

Unkind Reſpect methought, was this to ſhew 
On my beſt Comforts; and from Mopſa too! - 
At laſt (whilſt thus the joyleſs Hours paſs d on 
When Mopf. and T unheeded fat aloney 

From the thick Shades that border yonder's 8 
Plain; 
Io our Mewes an 40 Paſtor came: 
Grandeur, and Merit, all around Him ſhone; j 


The Glebe he bleſt, and call'd the OE his 


own. 
A Shepherd's Care, did his; grave Preſence fill; 
Great as cer known to watch the fruitful Hill 
Where Flocks, and Herds, have ſweeter 
Paſture ound, 
And ſpread their grazing Numbers wide 
around! 
Neither indeed, 5 leſs; 
Deck'd, in a grand uncommon Form of Dreſs; 
Not one thro! all our flow ry Confines here, 
Did like to him 1 in Looks, and Garb appear. 
A graceful Crook, adorn'd his gentle Hand ; 
Where from his Seat, Pan ſeems to give Com- 
ent, 5 
Whilſt 


U 
. 
W hilft N ymphs, and Swains i in antes fort 


obey, 
And ſeem to liſt'n what his Words wou'd ſay. 
In Wreaths above is cary'd the twiſted Vine, 
Where mellow Grapes in ripen'd Cluſters twine; 


Whilſt jocund Feaſts, (the Peaſants friendly | 
Bliſs) | | 


In « curious Ringlets are combin d to i 
Around him here, with blithſome Joys and 
B To 

Did Shepherdeſſes, and their Swains reſort. 

On Banks near by the little Lamb kins Play d, 

Whilſt their kind Dams, unheeded gladly 

tray 'd 

Where e'er the flow'ry Verdures did invite, 
And in calm Pleaſures gave them moſt Delight. 

Then a young Shepherd, by the rural Train, 
Was nam'd, and conſecrated, to the Plain; 


To crown our Hopes, the friendly Gueſts all 

there E 0 
Drank to his future Life, and proſp rous Care: 
Nothing but buxom Mirth, and Pleaſures gay, 
Waſted the Hours, and ſpent the jovial Day. 
gz EY 


5 7 5 
All by their T urns ſtroye to engage the Heart, 
And exercis'd their ruſtic kinds of Art: 
Pipe, Dance, and Song, did eyery where an 

bound; 


In flowing Bow] 5, repeated Healths went 


round; 
Till fuſhing Redneſs colour' d every Face, 


And chearful Ditties, loudn'd round the Place! 


Strait new Delight reviv'd each homely Dame, 


And each loy'd N yoo embrac'd her truſty 


Swain ! 


Then went beneath, that ſhady 1 Tree 


Near to the Hutt, on yonder s Bank you ſee; 
Where Thyme and Da tes, the ſweet Glades | 


- - alleen, 
And redd'ning Poppies, ſhine amidft the Corn, 


That to the bord'ring Farm a Harveſt yields 


From the fat Acres of thoſe ſunny Fields, 
Under the Boughs in that cool eaſy Shade, 


The ſporting Throngs, their jolly Gambols 


play d. 


A fielden Pipe with best Numbers ſweet, 
Charm d every Heart, and time d their nimble 


F cet; | 
he 


# > 


(1am 3 


The elder Dames like ski ipping Fairies prance, 
Leap d at each Sound and led along the Dance 
Whilſt on thoſe turffen Seats young Damon 


W 


Delighted with his buxom Phillida. 
All thus in Mirth, and chearful Cups went on, 
Till from our Fields, So“s lateſt Beams were 


Sone: 


The Evening Star did thro' the Day- light glare, 


And murky Shades began to dim the Air: 
When all with thankful Words confeſs d their 
J O | 


An had Content, all had | Delight mh, : 
I, who before with hopes to pleaſe the Throng, 
At their requeſt, had chanted o'er my Song: 


With all the force of Shepherd's Art I ftrove 
To win their Praiſe; they liſten and approve! 
Yet ah! unlucky Fate, this chief of Swains, 
Detpis'd my Pipe, and ſcorn'd my humble 
Strains - 1 
This mirthful Day, Joy took its {has of me, 
And fad [ parted from the e Glee. 


nͤ an 


( 42 '” N 
With Sorrows griev'd, I fled the hated ag 
en hide W de 
Each fallowing Day, ſtill more 5 grew; 
None ſuch, before this lucklefs Eve I knew: | 
No more my faithleſs Pipe cou d yield Delight, 
But now I thought loy'd * * 
right. 
Thro' yonder Vales in — Mood I 3 | 


Till heat of Noon; then under that ecol: Shado. | 


Of tender Willows, hanging o'er the Brook, 
1 drooping lean'd, ſupported on my Crook. 


There like a mournful Lover oſten Ggh'd, 


And paus'd to ſee the bubbling Waters glide; 
2 Werne round the 4288) 1 fol F iſhes 
= play, 
And o'er the ſhallow Pebbles dart away. 
Thus muſing, I for caſe wore out my Time, 
And let my Thoughts to drowzy Reſt decline; 
Till gadding _ ey" with hes and 
Heat, ” 
Daſh'd thro the Fords, and ruft my Re- 
treat. | _ 
Then 


U 


( 3) 

Then the Sun grew 8 14 Aroll'd, 
| Nor wou'd hatdahearted Mopſa ſhare my Grief 
: Or ſtrive to give one thorny Care relief 


| But unconcern'd, ſhe' aw'my Flock aſtray, 


Whilſt I oerwhelm'd with Woes unpity d lay.- | 
Tze rav' nous Dogs! my choiceſt Ews had ſlain, 
And tender Lambs lay mangld o'er the Plain! 
But if with ſoothing Words I crav'd her Aid, 
She'd mock my IIls, and my Neglect upbraid.— 
Thus Cn — o'er =y * with doleful 
Each Sun- Mine Hour, or at the brighteſt Nenn . 1 


At laſt my — had reach'd the neighb'r ring : "i 


Plains, 

And theſe fad Tiles were told —_—_ the 
Sßwains; 
Till each with friendly Love, and pity fir'd; | 
Came to my Aid, and ſtrait the Cauſe enquir d; x 
That thus perplex d me with relentleſs Woe, 
| Shameful I bluſh'd at what the Cauſe had been, 
And with Concern avoided to be ſeen: 

7 _ a 
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But ſtill around they urg'd me to relate, IT 
Why thus 1 labour d under frowns of Fate? 
Conſtrain d at laſt, they force my Words to tell 
The hard Diſgrace that had to me befel; 
When with the hated Story all confus'd, 
[ my poor Merit, humbly, thus excus a. 
ne kindeſt e tis not loſs of 
Fame | | 
That arms my Grieß, but Ridicule ard Shame. 
Why then becauſe I try to learn of Art, _ 
The Sylvan Song, nor boaſt my own _— 
Muſt I in Sorrow and Deriſion lye, 
The Scorn, and Jeſt, of every envious Eye? 
T hen wou'd oy hear the ruſtic Strains 1 
,, CE) 
But my fad Pipe was Dumb to all they ſaid; 
Fil each more earneſt arg'd me to draw near, 
And as I wiſh'd for Judgment let 'em hear. 
55 Their conſtant Claims wou'd take no more 
delay, <p L ; 
Whilſt J alaſs! had little liſt to "IF 3 : 
Till one more po ful ſtarted from the Throng, | 
And mild with kind Perſwaſions ask d my 


But 


Dor did | wonder leſs, that ſuch as Theſe! | 


(3) 3 
5 But cou'd 1 think a Shepherd ſo divine, 47 


Wou'd deign to hear ſuch artleſs Pda a8 
mine? 


Hopelas to pleaſs I parfully i: 

Quickly my Notes by bolder N 3 run; ; 

When wond'rous Change! ſudden Artention 
draws bail: 


The diſtant Shepherds, bringing tad * | 
plauſe; R ned e groom » 

Soon the frequented Vale was ck all o'er, 

With nobler Swains than c'er 1 known be- 


fore: 
Who ſeem'd at my uncommon Strains amaz , 
| Extol'd my Skill, and every Sonnet prais'd! 


With tuneful Airs, my Lighted Pipe ſhou d 
pleaſe: | Mie ip 2 i 


I Bow'd, and Bluſh'd, their Praiſes did con- 
found, 

When thus my Brow, fieſh gi de Laurels 
crown'd. 

In humble fort, I low 8 8 


Each aa re for his bountww, Aid; 3 ; 
Then 


x 46 ) 
Then inneib Joys lp cheatfil o'er the Plain, 
And felt the Hopes of bliſsful Days'again! 
This unexpected change from Care, —— 
Began a happier Life than e er I'd known: 1 
Whilſt Mpſa too, fo long had been WR! 
Reſol vd to ceaſe her Frowns, and change het 

— aa 3 
None cou'd be ſonder thro' the flow ry Plain, 
Or ſhew more Love, than Mopſa to her Swain. 
Whilſt this remain'd, it did our Joys renew, 
With greater Bliſs than e er before we knew: 
No more alone I told deaf Winds my Pain, = 
To hear me now, delighted Shepherds came! 
No melancholy Hours as late I found, - 
But Joy kept up a pleaſing Circle round; 
The diſtant Countries had receiv'd my Name, 
And ſpread their Coaſts N its eng 
Fame — 8 

When ſee afar, "Tl Diſtance dims the Sight, 
Lon yellow Fields, oerſpread with ſunny 
Light; Y 
In which a Dome that lordly Buildings raiſe, 


Dors 1 in Air with gaudy Sun Beams blaze. 
: T here 


(479) * 
There dwells the Queen, the I our a 
| Plains; 5 * 


* 


The happy ni Goddeſs of 1 1 Nr 


: Whoſe Py Aid oft rules, and e our | 
eri | 
Whence from our Folds, we cad Off ring | 
Pay, 0 

To that high * whoſe dns Protection j 
Shields | | 
From Foes, wou'd 1 flay our Flocks ———_ : 
the Field? 5 q 
Shepherds unknown, from bes Climes 4 
_ wou'd come, | _ f 
And harb'rous Strangers, drive us from n 
F ric | 1 

To her at laſt this funding, Tale was 1 q 
Who ſent to ſearch, ang fetch. x me from the 


Fold; | | — 
Tas one calm Eve, han Gated lat 1 
Warbling my Joys, the TW Were made * 
wennn | 

By that loy'd Shepherd, Eo did 1 


Before with Kaden Add, wo be my Friend. 


Wi 56 N 
Hither to me, his haſty Ade ede belt 
To bleſs my Days by this unſeen Event. 
Wich pen e and molt high me | 
In ſtrange eee, I obſerv'd and heard: 5 

Till the glad ſtory of his Meſſage done, 


He bad me Riſe and haſten to be gone; 


without reply, to quit theſe ſhady Vales, 


fy Crook, _ Sheep, and RO toft x re- 
Bowing 1 wt then left my green Abodes, 
And ſought her Palace, oer yon diſtant Roads. _ 
Nor found I in my homely Weeds diſgrace, 

Amidſt the Splendours of that glorious Place; 
Where all is fill d with gaudy ſhining Trains! 


Unlike to Us poor ruſtick, ſimple Swains. 
All Buſineſs there is Pleaſure, and Delight, 


And all is Grandeur that attends the Sight! 
e ge ei —. guarded Entry 


I walk'd, conducted by my well known Guide: 7 


T ill come at laſt, within a ſtately Room, 


That gaily liter d like a Summer's Noon; 
vail 


| (57) 
When burning Phebus blazes o'er the Streams, 


Whence bright Reflection ſpar kles from his = 
Beams; 
Whilf the ſweet Banks their flow” ry rare 
ſhow, . 3 | | 
And ſeem to meet + 8 Sun below. We”) 
So here in ſplendid Pomp, and awful State; 

| Amidſt ſuch Blaze, the Sylvan Goddeſs ſat. 

The faireſt Crook denoted her command, ; 
And deck d with graceful Form her lilly Hand; 
n her 8. did Nymphs and ks 
Where Y appear d, above the. Reſt | 8 


ſublime; 
5 3 heir Air diſtinguiſh'd, and their Looks 0 
divine. „ 


Quickly alaſs 1 elt: my fainting 3 | 
Grow dim, and dazzle at the bright Surprize! f 
When in her Favours, ſtrait ſhe bid me dwell, 
And leave theſe lonely Fields, and wonted Cell. 
Nor was to me her kind Indulgence par d, 
But ſoon I ſaw a happy Seat prepar 'd 
Near by her Self; where bleſt with eaſy Hours, 
Wrap'd in her Praiſe, my growing Fancy tours; 
e 4 ns 


. ( M—_ 

And: to the Pipe ſach charmful Numbers bring; : 

As can inſpire, and teach my Voice to ſing ! ! 

But lovely Mopſa, never ſaw theſe Joys; 5 3- 

Apa, (ad Woe?) in hidden Darkneſs Iyes: | 

Alaſs ſhe's gone where happier Shepherds rove, 

And Joyful treads yon ſtarry Floor above; 

Where o'er the Fields more Hiveet than flow'ry 
_ hyme, e 

Far E rrp Suns, with endlefs dona 

| Shine: e * 

No wint'ry Clouds, or cold unkindly Rains, 

With driving Winds, beat on thoſe * 
Plains; Tr 

But there ſhe eyer hears unweary'd [+ 

| Chant Gveeteſt Pleaſures in moſt lofty Songs. | 

Thus, thus, for Life my future Hope depends, 

On kind Indulgence of ſuperior Friends; 

Or the fair Light of His all-chearing Eye, 

Whoſe bounteous Favours ſtill 3. 07 my 
© .. —»— 

DAMON. 

'T hrice happy Mopſa. 4 thy ſuperior Fate, 

: The enyious Swains, admire, and emulate ; 


| Whoſe 


— 


e 
Whoſe artful Song, cou'd thus the RA warm, 


And move each Breaft with ſuch * aring 
Charm, 


Fi Cou d make . Race ! approye thy 


Strain; | 2 
Who bid thee RP their _ and * the 


Plain. 
Vet Tm content, ſince Cares perplex: no more; 


C (Cares ſich as late my weary Boſom wore) 


But Eaſe, and Pleaſure, Bleſſings that belong 
To eyery Swain who glads the Fields with 


Song, — 
Now chear my Muſe; al learn her how to 


Pleaſe, - 2 
Each worthier Shepherd, v with ſuch Thanks 8 
theſe. | 


+ N or ſhall my Numbers, i in their grateful Sos: = 
Forget to ſing each BenefaQtor's Praiſe — | 
When many a tedious Eve, and early Morn, _ 
Here I have paſs'd, like thee O! Albicorn; 
On thoſe parch'd Hills I led my forlorn Sheep, 
Then gave the heedleſs Winds my Chargy to 
keep) 4 


"I. Whilſt 


6 60 2 
Whilf I retir'd, to yonder's ſhelt” ring Grove, 


Love: 

Tit Philomel her ſofter Wails dz 

And the red Mellen loſt the Setting Sun. 

On Trees, and Shrubs, I cary'd my tender 
Flame ; 


- Sigh'd to ths Winds, and u raught the Woods 


her Name: 
Florilla, cry d the wiſhi ing Shades around, 


Florilla, back the ecchoing Vales wou'd ſound. | 


When all in chearful Mirth, grew Bay) and 
Yet was no Comfort, no o Delight for me: 


All Joy, all Tranſport, to my Breaſt was vain, 


And much encreas'd its melancholy Pain : 
She was my Wiſh, the al I thought upon; 


What was the World to me when She was 


gone <a 


Oppreſs d with liv 1 6 and 1155 


Sighs, 
Sad was the ail diſſembld all wy Joys.— === 


T hen 


| And ſung my Cares in mournful Strains of 


1. 


(6) 
Then the flow Hours did tedious Moments fill, 
As if old Time was weary'd, and ſtood ſtill! 
Whilſt my wild reſtleſs Paſſion hurry'd on, 
And in each Minute hop d a Day was gone. 
Ye Gods! protect me from a Lover's Care, 
That fatal Curſe of Abſence and Deſpair! 
Where's the Retreat? Where SA Receſs from 
= Love ae 
In vain tis ſought, thro' uke, Wild, or 
1 : Grove ; 
Thoſe brood its Paſſions, there the Breaft retains 
Its ſofteſt Pleaſures, or ſevereſt Pains. 
Each loneſome Soom, grew yocal to my : 
Moan, 
| And hollow Woodlands, ecetw'd 4 Groan, for 
Groan: 
Thus waſte the Day, 1 gh the chearleſs 
Ee 
T in o' er the griſly Dusk, new - riſing Moon 
Bri ght from the Eaft, her welcome Entrance 
made; j | 5 
Gleam d thro? the Trees, and engl o'er tile 
Shade. 5 | 
When 
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When croſs the loneſome. Downs, Td wander 
+ Nils. > | 1 7 7 % 
Tt race the dark Vales, or Ab Fo dey 

Hill, : 
Where often o on "Fay airy. "Mein laid, 


The skilful Shepherds, round a * um 


- play'ds.. i. 
Ne ear which unchang'd, a nonnded Girclt's ſeen, 
That thro each Seaſon, looks for ever Green; 


Where Wigs and 888 - the Swains w hare 


- told, ; 
Ok jocund: danc d, their real of old: 
When not a Mortal trod the ſilent Earth, 
N or cou'd a Sound once interrupt their Mirth; 


But theſe lone Hours, * with the glim- 


m'ring Moon, 
Excel'd the Pleaſures, of our faireſt Noe oon. 


Here in a Bower, for Shepherds Leiſure made; 


Preſs d down with Griefs, till Mlarning o s Sun 
. 8 ve laid: ho 
Nor to the Swains, my hard eee told, 
But hid theſe , u and haſten d to my Fold. 
Whilſt 


* Ware Man's 1 a Game ſo call'd, which i is often 1 us'd 
we the Shepherds. 5 


| A 


8 " i) 0. 
Whilſt loy'd Florilla] in a Bed ateaſe, © * 

. unnd d, nor mn A | Roe as | 
Nor did that 38 ſunk i in downy Reſt 5 
Think on the Pain, that wrack'd } her Damorts 
Breaſt. OLA 
Where cer She went, whats er She bid Adieu, - 
My Heart wou'd ſtill her pleafing Steps purſue. 


In hated Gloom of Abſence, doom Yd to Mourn; 


Benight with Sorrows, till her wiſh'd return 
Return! what Rapture does my Boſom ſwell, 
The Joys exceed, what e' er my ee can 
tell! 6 
Whew o'er the bliſsful Downs the N ved I 
_— 
Bright as Aurora in her Morning b Pride; 
Nimbly approaching from ſome diſtant Hill, 
Low flow'ry Dale; green Lawn, or winding 
r 7 | 
Tow' rds my mean Hutt; wm muſing füll on 
T Care | 
I ge fat, condoling Love $ deſpair 35 
where 
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Where wand ring Flocks, and Peron Lambs 
around; ; | ate 
Have AY their Ma. with the yary d . 
T hat Sd the Plain; the Black-birdo tune- 
ful Tongue, 9 
The chanting Thruſb s, and the e 5 e, 


Or the hoarſe Noiſes of the riſing Suipe, 


With ſoft breath'd Warbles from the e 
e 796 | ng 
From off ſome "IR e till he perceive 3 
| Night's. deep ning Shades, begin to cloſe the 
Exe. 5 
MW he dearSurprize! made Pleaſin ure inſtant ns 
No more I felt of Grief, no more of Woez 
| But as an Angel beauteous from above, 
Her heay'nly Preſence, charm'd me all to Love; 
My melting Heart in Raptures ſprung to thee, 
And all my Thoughts were Joy, and Extaſie! 
So when a Shepherd, loſt in loneſome N ight; 
Out of his Knowledge, and unbleſt with Light: 
Stalks the unwholſome Marſh, or boggy | 
Moor, 


Led Þy ſome guileful 2 I ily wi afore ; 
, n - 
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Midft Cold and a Wet, oppreſs'd wi ith tireſome 
g Pains, | "x7 
And ſoak d in Show rs of _ pouring Rakns: 
Till all around the Skies grow Bright and 

Clear, 
And the high Day-Star ſhews him Morn i is near. . 
The Clouds diſperſt, Storms are blown away, 
He ſpies at laſt the welcome Peep of Day; 55 
That o'er the ſhady Mountains Spreads. its 


11. Light, | | | 
And hems with kindling Dawn, the Edge of 
Night: 4 . 


T ill oer the diſtant Hills, the riſing fon 

Has i in the Eaſt, his early Stage begun; 5 

| When the wet Swain, his 3 Cottage 
„ 

And chearfully his former Hope renews; 


| Near to the Fire his Limbs benum'd applics, | 


5 And bleſt with Comſort, chere he Warms and 

Dries— 

Now the fair Nymph! F Yorilla being come, 
2 2275 conyey'd her to my rural H ome. 


„ „ 5 Bleſt 


(&) 

Bleſt Hour of Love! what had I then to fear, 

When all I wiſh'd, deſir'd, and Sage was 
There! | 

| Not een the Wealth that Crowns 9 diftant 

Plains, | 
Or all the Pow' r, that o'er Whole Kingdoms 

reigns, 

Is worth a Glimpſe oX one ſweet ſmiling Joy, 
Kindly return'd from dear Florilla's Eye; 

O now (I cry'd) ye Gods ! in Wonder dwell, 
Ve have no Joys above, can theſe excel. 

Let ſcepter d Kings, in all their Glories ſhine, 

I envy not, make but Florilla mine: 


Nor wou'd I change, might T a Monarch be, 


Or in that Cell but have my Nymph with me; | 
Since in the Cottage bleſt with thee alone, 
I'm happier far than he that fills a Throne. 
Witneſs ye ſilent Shades! and verdant Groves! 
Where oft we've walk'd, and ſightd or our tender 
Loves, 
Wben in ſoft Strains, I ſtrove to pleaſe the Fair, 4 
And tun'd my Voice, with skilful Shepherd's | 
| Air; RR „ 
FB Then 


|; = CM ) 
_ Then oft. ſhe bad me with her grateful 
1 
Link on her Boſom, and —_ my ome: . 
Till Evening Suns a yellow Luſtre ſpread, 
And grazing Flocks, up yonder Mountains fed. 
How faſt methought, did then the Moments fly, 
And Phebus haſten to conclude my Joy! 
As if he grudg'd that we poor Swains below, 
| Shou'd here, ſo much of heavenly Pleaſures | 
know. ** | Te 
In folding Arms that promis d future Bliſs, 
Each 8 10 Farewel! and mingl'd Kiſs, with 
Til from 1 fond Embrace ſhe haſty fled, 
When ah! what cruel * her Abſence 
made : ” 
After each Step my eager Wiſhes flew, | 
Jo catch the Fair cer loſt in diſtant View. 
Thus various all my eee, were 
ma b 
Twixt Ou _ Fear, Delight and Diſcon- £ 
| tent; | 
Nor edu d I think thoſe better Silas to > ws 
Vet fo Unpoliſh'd, yet ſo low a Swain: 
$4 But 


N OA gs er er 


i 9 

But ſee! lov'd Pan deigns to exalt my Praiſe, 

And Fortune 8 Smile, has bleft my fayour 'd 
Lays: 4 ; , ER 3 So | 

N ow fred amidſt thoſe happy Plains I rove, 


. T here made ſucceſsful to the Mu fe, and Tove. 


ap L B I 0 0 R N. 
ve grateful Shepherds! to our Fields Fen | 


known, 


Grant me but one Rege and 1 have done: 


Here friendly ſeated in this Hutt a while, 
Paſs the remembrance of your former Toil. 


Forget fine Breeding, and be Swains to — 


Nor ſcorn the clouted Shoes, and ruſſet Grey: 
Deceit does oft in gaudy Pomp appear, 
But honeſt Truth, and Innocence are here; 
Honour and Wealth but ſhine in Golden 
Chains, e 
Plain Frecdom only in the 8 reigns, 
Walk forth, cer yet the diſtant Sun goes down, 
And gathering ] Flocks forſake the ſilent Down. 


F * ad -«- 


Fer on yon Marſh, the lonely Bitterns, cry, 
| Conceal din Darkneſs How the ns: ? 


—— 
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| When from thick Toys far within the Wood, 
The whooping Owls begin to ſcout abroad; 
See! all beſides to Reſt, and Silence gone, 
Left undiſturb'd to range the Shades alone. 
Fer this, kind Swains, our Country Comforts 
ſhare, 
s aſte rural Bliſs without its Toll, an Care: 
Such happy Seats of Pleaſure we believe, 
Did Eden Fields to our firſt Parents give; 
So over us the ſunny Seaſon Smiles, = 
A Paradiſe! are all the blooming Soils. 
: SPRING's new-blown Sweets, now every 
where i invite, a 
Fountains refreſh, and gliding Soom delight! 1 
T he Downs are dry, the beaten n 
e 
The Evening can; the Wether all ſerene. 
A Summer Couch, the flow ry Dales prepare, 
And vernal Blooms! perfume the ſpicy Air. 
Lilly, and Roſe, and  Woodbine's 8 e 
Flowers, 
Blend in the Shades, and! new adorn the Bowen E 
Fruitful, and Pleaſant's every thing we ſee, 
Corn clothes the Glebe, and Bloſſoms fill the 
Pda ES... 
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Then, taſte a "il late: produs d by The 5 
2 Fine Bread of Wheat; Fruit, Cream, and well- - 
= preſs'd Cheeſe; 

Such wholeſome Food, durhuffen Hits affond, 7 
No dainty Aickfpaws, deck the homely Board, 2 
: : Tho' from the Fold here Thirſis oft has flew, 
A full grown, #eather,, or well fatted Ewe, | 
Or tender Lamb; and the from: Meat has dreſt, 
| To grace his Table at a PaſYral Feaſt; = 
Each loaded Diſh, with fmoaking Joints came 
Heap'd up with fav'ry Morſels from the Pot. 
Such grateful Scents, might ſharpen Appetite, 

| Butt here's none ſuch, your Reliſh to invite; 
Vet choiceſt Salads ye ſhall have at laſt, 

i Well dreſs'd, and freſh, to finiſh your Repaſt: 
. hen * Bis: and Phambs of various Sort Fi 

As ye by Te urns your pleaſant Eclogues ang; 

Andithe brown Bowl, with ſmiling Liquor by, 
Shall crown 935 Mirth, and en 1 8 751 
Joy. 13 | | 
When ye are Silent, my abi SY [ 
The Vacance: fit, wil . renews again. 
1 3 Whilft 


(„) 
1 Whilfhaſty Hours, do wing away the Nighat | 
| And Morning's Sun, brings up his early Light- 
But firſt: (kind Friends) excuſe my buſy Care, 
And to my Self ſome little Leiſure ſpare, 
That T may gather in, what cer is Stray d, = 
And fold my Sheep on yonder's maſſie Glade 
Whilſt Ve mean Time on that fert flow'ry 
Plain, | 5 
Enjoy the Bis till I return again; oh: 
View that deep Vale! whoſe wide extending 8 
Bound, * a 
With loſty . lyes e 
Where bleſt in Peace, contented — 
_ dwell, 
And 8 the Shcepfolds round each T urft- 
rais'd Cell; | 
- Where fertile Lands, the painful Farmer Tills, 
And Ploughs with lab' ring Teams the Tlanting 
There ſee far Sauth a miſly Rain's begun, 
That gildy its Streams againſt the ſetting Sun; 


| Fair Tos, and a e, that 7505 ee Hier 
Fre, „ 0 8 55 0 \ 
A Hümid Shower, the yellow Sun Beans hide , 


The warbling Larks begin again to riſe,” 
And chant their. 8 thro' the arch 


er Skies; yz 2 Wes * 1 : * | 2 f ** 
* * 


oy 


he: Thruſh, : and Blackbird, ae e 2 
Wing, | r 
Mount yon hien Elms; and oer the | Coverts 


ing; „ , 1 ? * 2 - = "4, 129%, "nap 


* I. a * 


Where on the banker Rock the is 


b N | | ſound, ; : | 0 45467 TY A Mk Ol 
| - With loud'ning E 0 fills the Vales around, | 


54 


Ber if . to. my Hutt retire, 7 . 
on more bod, and yen uß t the Le; 


3 * 


Out Nerf Seats with friendlyPipes/a and Mirth, 
Enjoy your Eaſe; arid xwarm the. Loddie Hearth: 


Till back from theſe adjoining Bields 81 og 
To bid 5 welcome, to a OI 1 
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